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editorial 
my 
friends 
-[ye shades of mr. roosevelt !] 
-my sweet, conventional, 
self satisfied and smug 
false, fatuous and foolish friends, 
-my small town friends : 
let me, 
your 
editor, never become 
that 
evil of all evils, a 
Man with a Purpose-but 
let me here remark 
that 
the 
editorial is a v1c1ous, 
malicious, 
officious, 
pernicious survival from an 
older and even more fatuous age and 
let me 
name 
this, my most noble work, the 
Editorial to End Editorials 
and 
so 
let me 
rest me. 
in 
well earned peace, 
having cunningly 
and successfully 
evaded the issue. 
yr. 
editor. 
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The Tree. 
The big tree stood so softly darkly still 
Against the silver back-drop of a sky 
Patterned with stars aflame with purer light 
Than from an o'er-full moon cascaded down , 
And beckoning with gleaming flecks of fire 
Alive upon the little pointing leaves, 
A cluster here , and there one glinting gleam , 
It drew me , drew me on into what depths 
Of richly velvet shades, whose softened steeps 
Encompassed me , and sank my errant thought 
Into its darkly pulsing breast . There all 
Grew still , and only bird-cries crooning low 
Told yet of swiftly fading sentient things ; 
And deeper still I sank within the folds 
Until my being fused into that womb 
Of primal night , and all was peace . Soft then 
DESIRE . A tiny glow awoke and grew and grew 
And lit a passage that bore slanting down 
Into the very nadir of desire, 
Where origins the blind unnamed impulse 
That man translates in thousand divers ways 
Unto his heart , and lives therefor , and breathes 
His very breath of life upon, while it 
Shall mist his days about with sweeping whirls 
Of corruscating vapours , gleaming reds, 
Bright yellows , deep full blues , and mixed of these , 
And twined among , unnumbered pastel shades 
More softly gay , or sadly greyly hued 
As melancholy dressed , the which in truth 
They are; and here and there, but sparsely strewn , 
A pall-black swirl of dead and lost despair. 
I saw these not with mortal eye , nor yet 
Were sense of sound or touch vouchsafed to me ; 
Only there grew a madly throbbing pulse 
That through my being beat and beat again ; 
A wild untrammelled surge of life-lost sense 
That strove to break the bars of mortal clay 
And opening like some far desert flow ' r 
Strew ecstasy 's own perfume in my way . 
BELIEFS . But needs I must fare on , and to a grot 
My steps addressed , where thousand thousand tongues 
Cried each his own belief out from a sea 
Of blood : where cataclysmic conflicts tore 
The trembling earth : clay mixed with other clay , 
And headless bodies fell and danced about 
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In grotesque forms of foulness breeding fear . 
Not one here ever felt the tender touch 
Of warm compassion at another's hand, 
Nor breathed , nor ever thought to breathe, unsought, 
One word of kinship to another by. 
But each immured within the castle wall 
That he had built about some little shrine 
Glared grimly out , or sometimes sallied forth 
To beat whoe'er he chanced to meet to earth , 
And grind his twitching form into the dust. 
Strife ruled, and death . Oppression vile found root 
And flourished like the sunny-nurtured bay , 
And as the evening bay is cut, it fell-
To feed another greater and more vile . 
HABIT. Swift then I fled this scene of fevered death 
While yet my shaken footsteps might fare on , 
And shortly through hedge haunted ways I press, 
Till I am Jost within a very maze 
Of trim neat borders line on line about . 
Within their close confines I spy the lush 
Green drapery of earth's prolific breast 
All neat : and in its own peculiar place . 
Each several plantling set to rear its head 
In manner like to that its forebears showed 
Throughout the changeless years dull Time unrolls , 
Yard on recurring yard ; drawn from the bolt 
He wove before this planet woke to life , 
Sitting within the caverns of the heav'ns 
In darkness infinite . There in the gloom, 
At toil he spent his youth and manly prime 
To frame the warp and woof of destiny 
His senile span submits unto the shears 
The Fates regardless ply. The cloth whereof 
Each length , however short must bear in full 
The intricate design inwoven by 
A hand whose cunning wrought of every phase 
A minute replica of the entire. 
So in these gardens grows a history 
Of all before, a tale of what's to come. 
AMBITION . Now in these pleasant pastures I espy 
Far distant at its uttermost confines , 
A looming shape , and hastening behold 
A blind unreasoned image black and squat , 
Whose many arms throw out their clutching hands 
In aimless swaying gestures through all time. 
Uneasy groping after unseen hands , 
It here and there plucks out a half-formed f/ow 'r, 
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And thereon waves the more its beating claws, 
Aroused by what of fragrance might remain 
In those harsh ravaged immature fruits. 
The springtime of its fancy sees it fling 
In moon-mad frenzy every quivering limb, 
Athirst to gather baubles thick and fast 
With which it seeks to deck its uncouth bones 
That they may fairest seem. Nor counts it then 
Of any consequence how they adorn 
If but they do outvie the morning sun 
In reckless splendour. Thus to feed its might 
It brings despair to all the country round , 
Till ruin stark and black despoil 's outrage 
Cry halt, and furnish naught of further fruits 
Whereon, unstemmed , may batten its dark bulk . 
Bestriding then the ravished earth it bears 
This way and that, in stolid questing for 
What may not be since it has wrought it so, 
Till sick with fretted rage, it turns to rend 
Its own gross body with foul plucking hands. 
DESPAIR . With ruptured shreds all reeking it bestrews 
The shrinking soil , and every gobbet spread, 
Quick-rooting , rears to loathsome fructescence 
Akin to that of Jason's profane seed 
Which , fruiting godless forms of mail clad men, 
Spread forth destruction o'er a Co/chis field . 
Evil and dark , enveloped with an air 
Of being, oh , unutterably lost , 
Swift swells each bulk , fed it would seem upon 
Some hellish brew concocted not of saps 
The good earth yields, but rather noisesome fumes, 
Distilled within the bowels of a great 
And loathsome matter dwelling far beyond 
This planet 's furthest bounds, within the black 
Lost spaces of infinity . These clots 
Uprear a forest of red limbs that strain 
The life from heaven 's light , and leave a pale 
And sickly glow to wash about their roots 
Where I must pass . The way sloped gently up , 
And constant so for many weary leagues, 
And steeper grew, and rocky underfoot, 
Until the pathway burst, freed from the mould 
Encrusted maze of writhing limbs , upon 
FAITH. The wind-swept flanks of flashing mountain heights. 
Chill cold they stood against the morning light, 
But pure with promise . None who have been besmirched 
With sicklied sweatings from despairs hot clasp, 
10 galmahra 
But know the depth of joy a keen wind's tang, 
The snow-crust, and long icy reaches hold. 
And as the overshading peak uprears 
In frozen beauty o'er the lesser slopes, 
So shines the splendour of a goal in sight. 
Now weariness doth wring my straining limbs , 
And they are faint from deathly-seeming paths, 
And every step is like to be my last, 
When Lo ! within a sudden fold I chance 
Upon a humble built chalet , but stout , 
With store of fuels in a stove recess 
And more , a cupboard big with provender. 
What blessing they bestow ! A little space 
Within that mercy bearing place I rest , 
ASSURANCE. Then turn my steps all light and unafraid, 
Towards the looming heights . With every pace 
I take, they draw more near, and , though the way 
Be hard, and ice glazed slope and broad crevasse 
Unfold forbidding in my path , and, though 
With frozen breath the howling wind would tear 
My fingers from the scanty holds whereon 
They grip to drag me up , still I advance 
And do attain . Yea, come at very length 
Unto the crowning point of these steep ways 
Where I can turn my gaze across , far down 
0 'er other slopes to where there nestles such 
A vale as , dimly , I have glimpsed awhile 
SELF SATISFACTION . Jn dreams . Onward I press without delay , 
And soon the knotty crags give way to slopes 
More fair , which by a gentle way at length 
Conduct me to the bounds of this sweet land . 
How shall I tell of it ; this heaven where 
The traveller is met by smiling fields , 
And paths athrong with happy shouting bands, 
Who made me free of all the joys therein ? 
Ah I life was roses then. My fettered self, 
Fell inhibitions pawn from early youth , 
A nesting place for every complex known , 
Doomed to the ills that damn the introvert , 
Nurtured in fear , suckled on mental strife , 
Cast loose its bonds beneath the warming spells
Of that enchanted clime . There blossomed forth 
From out the sodden clay, long known as I, 
The man-I-longed-to-be. Ah , what a birth 
Was there. I who aforetime had but been 
The modest echo of another's wit 
Now origined my own low jokes . Yea , al/ 
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Concurred to laud the Knock Knocks I evolved . 
My features decked tooth-paste advertisements , 
And pictures of me mouthing fervid lays 
In praise of '' Too Too- '' cigarettes upreared 
On every hoarding round . Such was my fame ! 
The simple peasantry conceived of me 
As kin to gods. The women of the land, 
Thick interspersed with camera-men , flocked round 
Whene 'er I ventured forth from the retreat-
A lichened castle , staffed , and with a car-
The populace had placed at my command . 
They showered on me orders , honours, rank , 
They gave the whole wide land to me . And I 
Accepted it . 
-B . A. Shaw. 
-o-
Ah, Bacchus! 
My love will not hear me ; 
My pretty words 
Fall upon pretty ears 
But deaf. 
The light of love 
Shines 
In my eyes : 
She says it is the wine , 
The sweet wine I have drunk . 
She calls me " My Darling, " " My Love ," 
But she smiles-
She is not mine . 
12 
World and the Dreamer. 
So they will none of me and all my feeling for them 
Brute hearts amid a swirl of earthly joys . 
I who would rise to heav'ns brave peaks condemned 
Thus , sad amused ; to pleasure in their toys . 
You are of dreams , not of our songs , they ruthless cry 
To me a lover of the things divine of men . 
God and my dreams they have no need to further try ; 
Life has obsessed their souls , there 's death, but when ? 
Here then I crouch beneath gay canopies o'erspread , 
The glittering beauty of their festival . 
Music and laughing women mix with wine what has been said 
A thousand times more fair and beautiful . 
Thrice only have I found relief in this long loneliness 
And those would never come again I knew . 
First was the day when me my God did bless 
Then knowing her, and greatest loving you . 
-Julian Wayne. 
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Charles Baudelaire. 
THERE have been, and still are, critics who represent Charles Baudelaire as a morbid eccentric, characterised by the romantic 
blasphemy of Swinburne and the romantic gloom of Byron. 
Moreover, if we read " Les Fleurs du Mal" with this impression 
fixed in our minds, we can find much to confirm the opinions of 
his disparagers. 
As for Baudelaire, the man, there is no denying that he was 
neurotic and perhaps a little unsound in heredity; but this does 
not satisfactorily explain his " Satanism." In · examining this 
problem, even T. S. Eliot, whose explanation seems the soundest, 
is a little biased by his own religious and moral convictions. 
"\Vhen Baudelaire's Satanism is dissociated from its less credit­
able paraphernalia," writes Eliot, "it amounts to a dim intuition 
of a part, but a very important part of Christianity. Satanism 
itself, so far as not merely an affectation, was an attempt to get 
into Christianity by the back door." 
So much seems just and reasonable, for there is no doubt that 
Baudelaire frequently affirms what he purports to deny. Later 
on, however, Eliot remarks that " His business was not to practise 
Christianity, but-what was much more important for his time­
to assert its necessity." Here it is not so easy to agree with him, 
for whether Baudelaire did assert the necessity of Christianity or 
not, it is almost certain that he did not set out with this aim. 
He saw only too clearly, the emptiness and shallowness of his 
age with its petty reforms, at once material and immaterial, and 
he knew the little value of the bustle which his contemporaries 
called progress. He saw that most of the men about him were 
merely existing in the safety and comfort of their own stereotyped 
code of morals. 
All this disgusted him so much that his chief desire was to 
escape from the world, to escape, as he writes, " n'importe ou ! 
pourvu que ce soit hors du monde ! " His Satanism was one 
sure way of escape, for evil and the risk of damnation gave just 
as much significance to Baudelaire's life, as good and the hope of 
salvation gave to that of St. Ignatius Loyola. Both men were 
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great spiritual adventurers, and each chose, whether consciously 
or not, the kind of adventure which best suited his character. 
T. S. Eliot admits that Baudelaire's " Satanism" was a wa y 
of escape, and so much seems indisputable, but the accuracy of the 
statement that he was trying to "get into Christianity by the back 
door,'' or to " assert its necessity" seems very doubtful indeed. 
Another element of Baudelaire's character, which has been 
misunderstood or overstressed, is his inhumanity. He was nervous 
and irritable and by nature indolent. The necessity of having to 
supply his editors with manuscripts by a certain date was an 
endless torment to him; but what distracted him more than any­
thing was that, in spite of the little apparent use he made of his 
time, his mind was in a constant state of feverish activity. He 
complains that he has ;wasted his life in dreaming, and writes 
with envy and pathetic admiration of Balzac, the man who" always 
worked." 
This realisation of his own weakness, together with the realis ­
ation that innumerable stupid and unsensitive men were making 
more of their abilities than he was of his, provoked him often to 
deeds and words which certainly were inhuman. His pride and his 
sensitiveness embittered him still more. 
When, however, we read of his relations with his mistress 
Jeanne, a woman who, as Havelock Ellis tells us, "was stupid, 
false and spiteful; took all the money he could gather together 
for her and trickily tried to get more; treated him with insolent 
contempt and seemed to delight in humiliating him; showed 
neither regard nor admiration for him; felt no interest in his work 
and would not trouble to acquire any," we feel inclined to discredit 
much of the inhumanity and cynicism with which he is charged. 
Anyone with Baudelaire's penetrating insight into character 
could not have been long deluded about a woman like Jeanne. 
He must soon have known her to the bone. Yet we find in his 
writing, evidence of a genuine devotion to her, even in the face of 
all her defects. "Ma petite folle bien aimee," he calls her, and 
again, "la petite folle moustrueuse aux yeux verts." Even when 
age and illness had robbed her of all charm, even when he had lost 
most of his interest in her, he remained loyal to her and 
supported her. 
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We see, particularly in his prose works, the keen sympathy 
he felt for the suffering of his fellow men. He does not express 
that spirit of effusive humanitarianism which characterises so 
many authors of Post-Voltaire France. It is not the physical 
suffering of the poor which moves him, so much as their mental 
and emotional anguish, and the crushing of their pride. 
His attitude towards human suffering is strangely like that 
of the artist Honore Daumier, to whom, significantly enough, he 
dedica.tes a poem. The second stanza of this poem throws a 
clear light on the characters of both men: 
" C'est un satirique, un moqueur; 
Mais l'energie avec laquelle 
II peint le mal et sa sequelle 
Prouve la beaute de sou coeur." 
The description suits Baudelaire quite as well as it suits 
Daumier. In fact, certain works of Baudelaire and Daumier are 
so similar in conception, and one might say, in style, that if we have 
studied the two together, the one immensely enriches our apprecia­
tion of the other. 
As for the style of Baudelaire, it is no less difficult to analyse 
than his character or his philosophy. He seems to have loved 
the grotesquely beautiful, in which there were contrasts, exagger­
ation and strange juxtapositions. He loved Baroque art, we are 
told, and the music of Wagner, and he must have felt, with Francis 
Bacon, that " there is no Excellent Beauty, that hath not some 
Strangeness in the Proportion." So, in his best descriptive prose, 
and in much of his poetry, he gains his effect by the use of har­
moniously conflicting ideas, and there are times when he raises 
before us, visions of form and colour, vivid, startling and intensified, 
as in a delirium. 
Baudelaire's poetry, in particular, has a strong appeal to the 
auditory imagination, by which I mean, that imagination which is 
stimulated by the sounds and rhythms of words, together with 
their attendant associations ancient and modern. Nearly all our 
English literature has this appeal. We feel it in the Old Testament: 
" By the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept, when we 
remembered thee, 0 Sion. 
As for our harps, we hanged them up, upon the trees that 
are therein." 
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in Milton: 
"Oft on a plat of nsrng ground 
I hear the far off curfew sound 
Over some wide-watered shore, 
Swinging slow with sullen roar." 
and again in Eliot : 
" What seas, what shores, what grey rocks, and what islands 
\Vhat water lapping on the bow 
And scent of pine and the woodthrush singing through the 
fog 
What images return 
0 my daughter." 
The great classical poets of France, however, were more con­
cerned with precision in language, and the clarity of visual images 
and it is the early and the late poets whose writing most affects 
the auditory imagination. Thus we can feel an affinity between 
this line of Villon, 
"Mais ou sont les neiges d'antan" 
and these from Baudelaire, 
" Le jour decroit; la nuit augmente; souviens-toi ! 
Le gouffre a tou jours soif; le clepsydre se vide." 
And again, these lines from another poem of Baudelaire, possess 
much the same quality: 
" Sous les ifs noirs qui les abritent, 
Les hiboux se tienneut ranges, 
Ainsi que des dieux etrangers, 
Dardant leur oeil rouge. Ils meditent." 
This power of prose or verse, to stimulate our auditory 
imagination, is something much deeper than onomatopoeia. It 
has a more direct access to our emotions, and the power to quicken 
them in much the same way as a melody suddenly modulated 
into a minor key. 
Even the disparagers of Baudelaire will concede that his 
poetry is almost perfect in form; but it has, in fact, a far stronger 
claim to greatness. It enlarges our emotional experience, and that 
is the power which all true art must possess. 
- R. A. Beven. 
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Sappho. 
In Fields of Lesbos-neath the noble pine, 
By shadowed lakes of silence, deep and chill, 
Where quiet sang the linnet in the shade, 
Where blue the sky stood mirrored in the stream­
There dwelt Euphrosyne. And she was fair 
As only Attic maidens may be fair : 
Her hair hung jet and silken to her waist 
An ebon wondrousness ; her slender limbs, 
Clothed in soft down of youth and golden bronzed, 
Flowed smoothly, sweetly graceful, from a thigh 
Melting and lovely. And her countenance 
Was fair as Venus from the seas new risen 
Her cheeks were rounded, luscious ; yet withal 
Hollowed in beauty's fair concovities. 
Narrow her hip and sweet and firm her breast­
So sweet that Grecian bards fell down and wept 
For the sad futility of human voice. 
The winds were fragrant perfumed with her breath­
Perfumed, and swooning in its loveliness 
And when she spoke the silvern rippling sound 
Ran happily in trills and joyful runs 
Of pure celestial melody. 
Her eyes, 
Clear, cool, yet bright with sympathy and joy. 
In that same land dwelt Sappho, and her voice 
Rose to the heavens in glorious panegyric 
Words flowed from those fair lips in sweet array. 
In finished glorious verse-such verse as we, 
Poor mortals that we be, may never feel 
Stirring within our souls. 
Came Sappho once, 
To bathe in waters clear and crystal cool. 
'Neath shade of cypress stately, noble, tall 
Whereas beside the stream/et bare she walked 
She came upon Euphrosyne asleep. 
And at the sight she felt a longing steal 
Over her limbs. And then a passion seized 
Upon her heart ; she sank upon her knees 
To watch those gentle lips, fluttering in sleep 
And with each breath she took those fair, firm breasts 
Rose, trembled, fell again, to rise once more. 
A longing seized on Sappho and desire 
Flooded her brain." Ah Gods, Ye Gods, " she cried 
Why was not I a man ?' ' 
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Les Vocations. 
(Translated from "Le Spleen de Paris," by Charles Baudelaire). 
I N a beautiful garden where the rays of an autumnal sun seemed to linger at their pleasure, under a sky already grey-green where 
the golden clouds were drifting like voyaging continents, four 
fine children, four boys, tired of their play no doubt, were talking 
to one another. 
One said: "Yesterday I was taken to the theatre. In great 
and mournful palaces at the bottom of which you see the sea and 
the sky, men and women, serious and sad, too, but much more 
beautiful and much better dressed than those we see about us, 
talk with a singing voice. They threaten, they plead, they lament, 
and often their hand rests on the dagger stuck into their belt. 
Ah! it's so beautiful ! The women are much lovelier and much 
taller than those who come to call at our house, and though with 
their great hollow-eyes, they are terrible to see, you can't help 
loving them. You are frightened, you want to cry, and yet you 
are happy. And then, stranger still, that makes you want to 
be dressed in the same way, to say and do the same things, and 
to speak with the same voice." 
One of the four children, who for some moments had not 
been listening to his friend's story, and was watching, with an 
astonishing fixedness, some point or another in the sky, said 
suddenly : " Look, look down there ! Do you see him ? He is 
sitting on that little cloud all by itself, that little flame-coloured 
cloud which is drifting so gently, you would say that he, too, is 
watching us." 
" What is he talking about? " asked the others. 
"God," he replied, with a ring of perfect conviction. "Ah! 
he is already far, far away; quite soon you will be able to see him 
no longer. No doubt he is travelling to visit all the countries. 
There, he is going behind that bank of trees almost on the horizon 
-and now he is going down behind the steeple. Ah! he is out 
of sight!" And the child sat for a long time turned in the same 
direction, gazing on the line which separates heaven and earth, 
his eyes shining with an indescribable expression of ecstasy and 
disappointment. 
" Is he an idiot, with his good God whom he alone can see?" 
said the third whose whole little being was marked by a singular 
vivacity and vitality. "Now I am going to tell you how something 
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happened to me which has never happened to you, and which is 
a little more interesting than your theatre and your clouds. A 
few days ago, my parents took me on a journey with them, and 
as there were not enough beds for all, at the inn where we were 
staying, it was decided that I should sleep in the same bed with 
my nurse." 
He drew his companions closer to him, and spoke with 
lowered voice. " That produced an extraordinary effect, think 
of it, to be in bed and not alone, to be in bed with your nurse in 
the dark. As I did not sleep I amused myself while she slept, by 
passing my hand over her arms, over her neck, over her shoulders. 
He arms and neck are much bigger than all other women's, and 
their skin is soft, so soft that you would think it was made of note 
paper or silk paper. I found what I was doing so delightful that 
I would have kept on for a long time if I had not been afraid, 
afraid of I don't know what. Then I buried my head in her hair 
which was hanging down her back, thick as a mane, and it smelt 
as sweet, I tell you, as the flowers in the garden, at that time. 
Try when you can, to do just what I did with it, and you will see." 
The young author of this prodigious revelation was gazing, 
as he told his story, with eyes wide open in a sort of stupefaction 
at the thing he was experiencing afresh, and the beams of the sett­
ing sun glancing through the red-brown curls of his dishevelled 
head, made it glow like a sulphurous aureole of passion. It was 
easy to see that he was not wasting his life searching for the Divine 
in the clouds. and that he would find it often elsewhere. 
At length the fourth said: "You know that I have scarcely 
any amusement at my house; I am never taken to the theatre; 
my tutor is too mean; God is not concerned with me and my 
boredom, and I haven't a pretty nurse to fondle me. It has often 
seemed to me that my pleasure lay in going always straight before 
me, without knowing where and without anyone worrying about 
it, and forever seeing new countries. I am never happy anywhere, 
and I always feel that I should be better off somewhere else than 
where I am. Well, then, I saw, at the last fair in the village near 
by, three men who live as I should like to live. You paid no 
attention to it, you others. They were tall, almost black, and 
very proud although dressed in rags, with the air of needing no 
one. Their great sombre eyes fairly flashed while they were 
playing their music; music so exciting that it made you want 
sometimes to dance, sometimes to cry, or to do both at once; so 
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excitrng that you would go mad if you listened to them too long. 
One, drawing his bow across his fiddle, seemed to be telling a sad 
story, and another, making his little hammer bounce on the strings 
of a small piano hung about his neck on a strap, seemed to be 
mocking his companion's plaint, while the third clashed his cymbals, 
from time to time, with extraordinary violence. They were so 
well pleased with themselves that they went on playing their 
savage music even after the crowd had dispersed. At last they 
gathered up their coins, lifted their baggage on to their backs, 
and left. I, anxious to know where they lived, followed them at 
a distance, as far as the fringe of the forest, where I discovered, 
only then, that they lived nowhere. 
"Well," said one of them, "shall we spread the tent?" 
"Good God, no ! " replied the other, "it is such a beautiful 
night." 
The third said, counting the takings, " Those people have no 
feeling for music, and their women dance like bears. Fortunately, 
inside a month we shall be in Austria where we shall find a pleasanter 
race." 
"We would do better, perhaps, to go towards Spain, because 
now the winter is coming on; let us go before the rains and wet 
nothing but our throats," said one of the two others. 
I have remembered everything as you see. Then each of 
them drank a glass of brandy and went to sleep, their faces turned 
towards the stars. At first I wanted to ask them to take me with 
them and to teach me to play their instruments; but I did not 
dare to, no doubt because it is always very hard to make up your 
mind to anything no matter what, and also I was afraid of being 
caught again before I was out of France. 
The uninterested air of his other three companions made me 
think that this child was already an " unknown." I looked at 
him intently; in his eye and in his face there was some indefinable 
mark of precocious fatality which usually estranges sympathy, 
and which, I don't know why, excited mine to such a degree, that 
for a moment I had the strange idea that I might possess a brother 
unknown to me. 
The sun had set. The solemn night had closed in. The 
children separated, each going unknowingly, guided by chance 
and circumstance, to ripen his destiny, to scandalise his relations 
and gravitate towards glory or dishonour. 
-R. A. Beven. 
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" She." 
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Tyrol. 
I N winter, the Riviera, perhaps, or Cairo; in spring-England. In summer, Norway or Switzerland-anywhere, in fact. But 
in autumn-either Salzburg or Willsheim. One or the other. 
And as all the world is already at Salyburg-it must be \"'V'illsheim. 
\"'V'illsheim it is, has to be. 
And you will, of course, stay at the Hotel \"'V'illendorf and take 
the cure and you will wear a green and very Tyrolean hat with a 
long curling feather. And naturally you will wear 
your Lederhosen and you will say "Morgen" when­
... ever you meet somebody in the streets. And if that 
!JI) somebody happens to be a Tyrolean (I say" happens 
~ to be" advisedly, since there are nowadays con­
siderably more Tourists than Tyroleans in the Tyrol) 
he will know you at once for the tourist you are. 
For your Lederhosen will sport no 
" Patina "-none of the grime of ages which makes of 
Lederhosen the precious heirloom that they are. For 
know, 0 my friend, that there is no sin in the social 
calendar worse than the wearing of obviously brand 
new Lederhosen. And you, will, of course, waste 'no 
time in procuring for yourself a truly Tyrolean pipe­
one that hangs in graceful curves to your navel. 
And if you should meet a fresh, cleanshaven young man, 
dressed in the choicest of English tweeds and wearing an eyeglass 
....,_ with a thick black ribbon, and if he says "Good 
/ ~'\ Morning," and bows slightly-then you will know him
<f~ ~ '" for a Tyrolean-for the Tyroleans ape the English,Nr\ even as the English ape the Tyroleans. 
Also you must take with you your skis, for the 
winter is at hand, and though you may ski more on your nose than 
on your skis you will nevertheless enjoy yourself immensely. 
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in musical 
And at night you will dance 
ecstatically in the huge mirrored 
ballroom at your hotel. And 
you will be delighted by the 
sight of debonair young officers 
comedy uniforms with flashing swords and clanking 
spurs. And you will be even more delighted with the 
if.~~~ glimpse of a small pink ear through very blonde hair. 
I And if a very fat, very bald and very smiling ... ....---, 
(,ti<~'; old gentleman should offer you a cigar-take /' / ~t it for he is Herr Adolf and he owns the place. ,Y.:<f'" J 
And if an equally fat, but this time rather':..))"' 
sourfaced old gentleman should ask you for " 
a light-give it to him, for he is Herr Anselm and 
he helps Herr Adolf to own the place. 
And later you will go, no doubt, to the Statts-Oper-to Faust, of 
course, for is this not the famous " Faust-spiel-hause," where no 
other opera has been performed for twenty years or so? ...- ' 
And you will feel a shiver run down your spine as friend ( 
Mephistopheles laughs his cold laugh. For this 1'1ephis- v:it-;::- 1 
topheles can really laugh-in fact, that is all he is paid / f~°' \ 
for-poor fellow, he hasn't sung a true note since 1925, -- J 
when his original Marguerita died. " - ­
And you will hear "Unser Wilhelm" play upon the piano. 
He plays very well, does Wilhelm-you will probably enjoy him. 
And afterwards you will go out into the Tyrolean ~~ night-cold, clear and starry ; and you will drive tof __. Alfano's. And if you are lucky and 
~-;;:Jk_ if Alfano takes a liking to you, you }F'' will get a seat. And if not, you ~~ 
.. .....,, _ will stand. And in any case you 
will drink a very beautiful bock of 
very beautiful beer-and then perhaps another 
one. And, of course, Wiener Schnitzels, and the 
inevitable Pretzels. 
Alfano boasts no roof, and you will see the moon and 
innumerable stars in a clear sky. 
And if you are lucky, the first snowflake of winter may fall 
and brush your cheek like the kiss of the Ed-Koenigs' daughter. 
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And you will love Alfano with his worried look and his 
er~- talkative eyebrows. And you will love t<~ 
l" Alfano's bocks, perhaps, better than you love ·~~ 
"':_c._:_; Alfano. And you may, perhaps, if you stay ~' ~.. long enough, and if Alfano likes you, meet ~ 
Alfano's wife. For she calls for her dear Alfano at four ' 
each morning and takes him home to bed. She is a very ff r , 
old lady and she still wears a bustle and a turban-
arrangement for a hat. She still lives in the days of Lb. J 
the old Franz Josef, and she dresses according! y. ­
And the Harvest will pass all too soon and the winter, too, 
and soon you must put away your skis and pack your Lederhosen 
regretfully. And you must leave Willsheim-its cures, its Leder­
hosen, its bocks and its dirndls and the Schuhplattlein and the 
pleasant old custom of Fensternl. And perhaps1-J\~ as a parting gesture you may wear your feathered
_biif.. hat to the station-but no more. And so youI1 /~ come to Vienna at last, and beside the beautiful 
Danube you see, on every hand, portraits of a 
scrubby, funny little man with a scrubby and very funny little 
moustache and lank black hair-something similar to that certain 
comedian, one Charlie Chaplain, who was wont to amuse the 
English and the Americans some years since. 
And his arm is perpetually raised high in the air in a most 
uncomfortable position. 
And this is Hitler. 
And you yearn already for the quiet shows of \X'illsheim. 
Repressional. 
(With profound apologies to Rudyard Kipling). 
God of our psyches, Disciple of Freud, 
Cure for neurosis supreme, 
Sublime Sublimation, of Complex devoid, 
Whom we sense in our subconscious dream­
Lord God of Ghosts, our Libidos bless, 
Lest we repress, lest we repress . 
Did jahveh with the years decay ? 
That fearsome, bearded God of yore 
Whom Moses walked with every day 
Has shrunk into a Psychic Law. 
So, God of Ghosts, our egos bless, 
Lest we repress, lest we repress. 
As ignorance in Science dies 
And dogma passes out of date, 
Wilt thou, 0 Lord, just vaporise ? 
You're wearing rather thin of late, 
Well, ere you go, our psychos bless , 
Lest we repress, lest we repress. 
-LE.RO. 
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Odyssey. 
A thousand miles I journeyed , 
From the olive tree in Francesco 's garden ; 
And the waters were blue when I passed , 
Where now they are grey-
Grey, cold and cheerless : 
And I passed a peasant who laboured in the sun ; 
His face was bronzed , 
And his eyes were clear and pleasant : 
He waved his arm and bade me stay ; 
He showed me meat and wine, 
And a pleasant rippling stream , 
And bade me stay , 
But I passed him by . 
And I came at length to mountains , 
Where snow stood white against the sky , 
And I climbed upon slippery rocks : 
And again a fellow bade me stay , 
And again I passed on , 
For the night was at hand 
And the mountains stood high before me . 
And I came at length to Niis ; 
And I asked at the winesellers , 
Where long-haired goatskins 
Shed a rare fragrance , 
A musky purpled fragrance , 
And I asked of the wineseller, saying , 
'' And have you seen her ? ' ' 
And he bade me speak further ; 
The which I did , saying 
" And have you seen her , sir , 
For she is dark , and she is fair , 
She is young and she is old , 
She is all women , and yet she is no woman 
And has she not passed this way ? '' 
And he bade me seek elsewhere ; 
And I sought in the direction of Peinon , 
And I asked again at the winesellers ; 
And he was a man of venerable aspect , 
For his beard fell white upon his belly 
And his face was withered : 
And I asked of him also , saying , 
" Have you seen her , for she is fair , 
And my heart turns within me ? 
And he answered , 
And his voice was beautiful with age , 
" Nay, then if she be fair 
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I have not looked upon her : 
I have not seen her , sir , 
For I am old, 
And only the old come to visit me : 
Look ye then at Nazena, my son, 
Look there , and ye may see her 
Aye, see her, my son, among the silks, 
Among the tapestries and the fair beaten silver 
And among all those things which are beautiful , my son, " 
And so I came to Nazena, 
And I came there by troublous paths, 
And the way was steep where I came, 
And the cliffs fell away to horrid deeps, 
That I shuddered and clung to the rocks . 
But my soul was strong within me. 
And so I came to Nazena, 
Even by troublous paths I came ; 
And here I came to the Palace, 
Even unto the palace, 
The palace of the Shah Amam : 
And turquoise and silver, 
Beaten and burnished silver, 
Made of the walls a gilded panoply ; 
And the floor was a rich mosaic 
Of rich black ebon, of ivory and gold 
That I stood abashed : 
But my heart was strong within me­
Wherefore I came at last unto the Shah Amam ; 
And he was fat, 
And like unto an eunuch . 
And he was sleek and hairless and his lips were thick 
And s/imed with passion, 
And he slavered as he spoke , 
And drooling horror dribbled to his chin : 
And he was angry and would not listen 
For his heart was in his harem, 
Even in his harem, with pretty Anophet 
She of the yellow hair, 
And narrow breasts : 
They say her eyes 
Shine green beneath the moon 
Like to a cat's ; 
I know not 
For I have not seen her. 
And I spoke to him, 
Saying, 
" My good friend, most noble sir , 
Noble mi/ord , 
Have you , I prithee , seen her . 
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Have you seen her I seek. 
Who is all women, and is yet no woman, 
Who is so dark, and yet so wondrous fair 
I prithee, have you seen her ? " 
And he slavered as he spoke 
' ' I see no one; 
I see none other than my Anophet 
And she is fair and she is wondrous fair 
And if so be she be the one you seek, 
Seek her not here, my friend, 
Lest you should cease to be 
My noble friend, 
And I should tear thee from thy wretched limbs 
And feed thee to my women ; 
So begone ; 
And seek her elsewhere, sir, 
Seek her in Bazur and begone ." 
And so I passed on ; 
And I was weary now, 
And sore. And through my 
Way-worn shoes I felt the sand, 
Hot with the sun, 
Hot, dry and merciless , 
And seven moons grew fat 
And then grew thin, 
Ere I saw Bazur ; 
And I walked through streets, 
Through rich parades, 
Where princes might have walked 
Unnoticed . 
And I asked of the wayfarer, 
And of the prince 
" And have you seen her, sir ? " I asked, 
Her whom I seek, 
'' Who is of all women the most beautiful, 
Who is all women, 
And who is yet no woman ; 
And have you seen her, sir ? " 
And they looked upon me 
As one who comes out of the desert , 
Crying. 
For the sun is hot and drives men to foolishness; 
And they told me " No, 
"For here the women are no longer fair, 
And the sun is hot, 
And so let us go drink 
And so forget ' ' 
And I drank, 
And I did not forget . 
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And so I come to Bedora 
And now the country was more fair 
And the cheeks of the women were rounded 
And soft . 
And the women came to the well head with pitchers 
And I looked upon them, seeking 
But she was not of them . 
And her face danced before my eyes , 
Her figure in its perfection, 
And her voice sang soft in my ears, 
Soft and remote; 
And yet I knew not what I saw , 
Nor what I heard; 
For I had not seen her 
And I had not yet heard her : 
But I thought of cool vines beneath the sun, 
And the dark quiet of the moonlit river 
And the quivering aspen 
And I thought of her . 
And so I came to Bedora. 
And almond trees grew by the river 
And a maiden stood poised 
Upon the rivers brink, 
The sun behind her ; 
And she wore no clothes. 
Her form was graceful 
And her hair 
Hung shining to her waist 
And she wore no clothes . 
My heart beat fast, 
And quiet I approached; 
It was not she . 
And I had not yet seen her 
Yet it was not she . 
And I found her not in the tents, 
Where quiet silks rustle 
In heavy richness; 
And she was not there . 
I sought her in the hills, 
Where the wind is loud 
And cheerless, 
And I found her not; 
But I heard her laughter 
Upon the remote wind, 
And yet it was not her's . 
And I saw her face in the stars , 
And they smiled, 
But not as she smiled . 
In the valley I sought her 
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And the grass was green 
And a peasant girl, 
Who was fair , 
Whose breasts were high , 
Whose veil was low 
As modesty permits, 
Looked on me 
And I grew hot and shamed ; 
For I was tempted 
But I did not fall. 
And from thence I came 
Unto the wide plains , 
Where the river is fat and sluggish , 
And black men sleep all day long, 
And black women sleep with them. 
And I saw young black maidens, 
And they wore no veils , 
Nor much beside. 
And they would fain have had me 
To sleep with them 
But that I would not ; 
And I know not why I would not 
Save that I was seeking 
Her whom I sought . 
And I left them and their warm thighs 
And their sleek black bellies; 
And I hied me 
Once more to the hills 
And here the eagle dwelt ; 
And here dwelt, too , a maid , 
And she was fair as an almond , 
Peeled and moist , as fair 
As milk new pulled from copious dugs . 
And she bade me stay 
For that the night was cold ; 
And yet I would not; 
And I left her staring in my path . 
And , as I went, I cried 
•' And have you seen her , then ? 
And have you seen her whom I seek; 
For she is fair as thou 
And gracious , too , and comely ; 
And have you seen her ? '' 
But she spat 
Upon the earth , and cried foul curses 
On the bleak wind , 
For that I had left her . 
And so I climbed higher 
And above me stood 
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High mountains, 
Outlined on the clouds, 
Limned deep in purple 
On an azure sky. 
And one stood higher than the rest, 
And it stood in my path, 
Sb that I fell 
Exhausted by the way; 
And then I slept 
And as I slept I dreamed 
Of her I sought; 
And in my dreams 
I saw at last the light, 
Saw what I sought 
Saw that I sought no woman 
Born of woman. Saw 
That she was no woman 
But all women . 
She was dark, I found . 
And yet was fair withal; 
And she was young, 
As young 
As any maid may be 
And think of love . 
And she was old, 
As old 
As wisdom, 
As the wisdom of the years. 
And I found 
She was not any woman whom I loved, 
But women, every woman. 
And I sprang 
From out my dreams; 
And I went not on my way 
For I turned me about 
And I strode back whence had come, 
And my heart was blithe 
Jn my breast 
And I whistled and sang me a song. 
And, as I went , 
I asked not, 
For I needed not to ask. 
And I came unto the mountains, 
And it was night, 
And a light shone out upon the night; 
And I minded me of her who there dwelt; 
For she was the maid, was fair , 
And who spat upon my shadow 
That I knocked upon the door 
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And she knew me, 
And took me unto her, 
And rejoiced me, 
And spat no more upon me. 
And the night was long; 
And with the dawn I rose 
And I was gone 
While yet she slept; 
For, in rejoicing me, 
She herself rejoiced 
Unto some purpose. 
And the sun was high 
When I came again to the plains, 
Where the river flowed fat and sluggish 
Between green banks. 
And there awaited me 
Dark maidens 
For they had known 
That I must soon return; 
And for a space 
I dwelt with them, 
And I rejoiced 
In fair firm breasts and in warm thighs; 
And then again was gone . 
And so I came once more 
Unto the vale 
Where dwelt the peasant girl; 
And ere I left 
Her veil was lower yet . 
And so I passed 
Whence I had come ; 
Nor asked again my way 
For now I knew 
That which I sought . 
And I came unto the palace, 
Even unto the Palace of the Shah Amam. 
And I stuffed his slavering lips 
With turquoise and rough stones, 
But precious; 
And I sewed them 
With thread of gold 
That he slavered no more; 
And I took unto myself 
His Anophet, 
And sure, 
Her eyes shone green beneath the moon; 
And her breasts were narrow and fair, 
And her yellow hair pleased me 
That I dallied there a space: 
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. And as again I passed 
Whence I had come. 
I dallied not for winesel/ers 
Nor did ask 
Fool questions; 
But I passed 
By way of many women 
Back by the mountains 
And back again by the sea, 
Now blue with summer. 
And so at fast I came 
Whence I had come 
Back to the olive tree 
Back to Francesca 's garden, 
Even unto the olive tree 
In Francesca's garden; 
And I leant 
Against the white stone wall, 
And I grew tired. 
That I closed my eyes: 
So came Francesca, 
And I saw at length 
That she was dark 
And yet was wondrous fair, 
That she was old as ages, 
Young as youth, 
All women, 
Yet no single one; 
In her I saw 
All I had sought, 
And I grew tired, 
And yet withal content. 
- -o-­
To the wall of shadows the lone man crept, 
Afraid. For his friends had perished beyond 
And the night was cold and the town too slept, 
Under it's silver palms , whose fronds 
Wept to the sighing bitter wind . 
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Plea for Realism. 
''REALISM" has passed out of fashion. The upper class 
of England, supreme arbiters of our cultural modes, have 
weathered the perils of the Great Depression and can 
now relax. There remains, however, with them and with us some 
sense of chaos behind and dangers ahead. In a world even to-day 
distracted by wars and threatened again by economic crisis, there 
is a strong tendency for our cultural expressions to become escapist, 
to forget this sorry mess of a world and to seek a cloudy Nirvana. 
Only on this basis can one explain such facts as the present senti­
mentalism in literature, revealed, for instance, in a flood of 
" Reminiscences " of the Golden Age of Edward VII, or the popu­
larity among our intelligentsia of the more mystic forms of religion 
such as the Oxford Group and Roman Catholicism. 
In such a time, the student in particular must examine his 
own position. He has been accused at all times, until he becomes 
bored by the mere repetition of the charge, of living in an "ivory 
tower," of seeking merely academic learning. But-has he ever 
pondered on i t?-the charge is regrettably but absolutely true. 
The arts student often realises this, more or less unconsciously, 
but the science student rejects the accusation indignantly. Yet, 
in fact, the science student is usually even more academic than the 
student of arts, law or commerce. He concentrates so much on 
his formulae that he forgets that the world is not really composed 
of NaCl, H20, etc., but of composites of these which are not subject 
to test-tube experiment. The position of the arts student, 
unfortunately, is very little happier. His study, for instance, of 
philosophy does not give him any valuable insight into the way 
men think, but only into the way a few unusual men have thought. 
The result of all University training is an over-indulgence in 
symbols and abstractions, a kind of airy futility. I have written 
much in " Semper" this year, but nothing I have written has been 
more true than my description of the day-student-, 
" He dreams of a happier, snappier sphere 
\Vhere the people are punsters and live on iced beer." 
35 galmahra 
(Mind you, l am not pralSlng the evenrng, as against the day, 
student. Whatever the farmer's capabilities, they have had little 
influence on the 'Varsity).
I 
These things have always, to some extent at least, been true 
of the professional student, and such is inevitable. We can, how­
ever, fight against the tendency-a fight which we owe both to 
ourselves and to the world. So, next time we talk lightly of 
"ions " and " isms," let us remember that those same words 
mean something to some men, that they have a significance which 
could never be expressed in the Oxford Dictionary; that, for 
instance, " Reformation" once bore to the English people the 
meaning of a new freedom and a new way of life ; that a " trade 
union" is more than a political force-that it is an aggregate of 
men inspired by aims which are common to men ; or that 
"Bolshevism," in 1917, meant to a whole nation rest from war 
and food after starvation. 
Let us, just occasionally, debunk ourselves-it's good for us. 
Let us, when we are in the middle of speaking our pretty piece, 
suddenly grasp ourselves by the arm and say (in the colloquial 
style we always use when talking to ourselves), "Look here, old 
man, you're just putting on an act, and don't forget it." 
Lero. 
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Consummation of Love. 
Bury my head in the sand beneath that dune 
Of grass caressed in frolic by the cold sea wind . 
Well ! why should not I, too , enjoy your tune 
Alone here with my sand wet cheeks that find 
A comfort in this withering fierce spume laden wind ? 
Why ! you have gone at last off with your love . 
Love ! God , such lust could never fill my soul . 
Granted her body is soft and an ecstasy 
In thy embrace . But can it make thee whole 
Even as we together , thought then we made one soul ? 
Go flee light along the sand with thy harlot friend , 
Laugh to the life we could once feel together in . 
Crown her with all thy Jove ; Jove that will never end 
Maybe on your part , though by another's sin 
Lost it may be for them that once it gloried in . 
Weep ! I have wept for thee , choked in my loneness , 
Thought of the stars, all their meaning to us one time . 
You have remembered them but as a dream , less 
Of a vision , substance for a clever rhyme 
For a young poet , one who could play with time . 
-Julian Wayne . 
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In Memoriam. 
\Y/. N. ROBERTSON. 
By The Chancellor, Sir James Blair, K.C.M.G. 
Heaven doth with us as we with torches do, 
Not light them for themselves ; for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not. 
-Measure for Measure I. 1. 
These lines suggest themselves as I recall the life, now alas ! 
closed, of \Y/illiam N. Robertson. His manifold service to the com­
munity was prompted by a sense of obligation. \Y/ithout egoism 
he recognised that he was a depository of talents peculiarly suited 
Dr. W. N. ROBERTSON 
Block by ctJurte;y "Thi T1/1graph . , 
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for the benefit of his fellowmen and he held them in trust accord­
ingly. 
As a member of a noble profession he gave of his best. 
A distinguished ornament of the University of Edinburgh, he 
was one of the leading specialists in the branch of surgery which 
he adopted, and not long before his last illness was looking forward 
with keen pleasure and high appreciation to a visit to Scotland 
and to the old institution which had offered to confer on him an 
honorary degree as a mark of its high and just esteem. In honour­
ing our Vice-Chancellor, the University of Edinburgh would have 
honoured the University of Queensland. 
During the Great \V"ar, Dr. Robertson performed wonderful 
Home Service with the A.A.M.C. He was a member of the \V"ar 
Council and Chairman of the Medical Committee. For returned 
wounded men he had a particularly tender regard and his services 
in Repatriation were invaluable. Multis ille bonis flebilis occidit. 
Of his valuable services in an honorary capacity as consultant 
in hospital work he gave freely and willingly both before and after 
the \'qar. His medical colleagues also consulted him freely and 
valued his opinion and practical help. 
As a citizen, his keen interest in civic affairs, his enthusiasm 
for the public good, his zeal for the advancement of his City and 
of the State were an inspiration to all. 
As Vice-Chancellor, he served the University for many years. 
His worth is well-known to the Senate; it merited the highest 
commendation. He loved the University with a great and abiding 
love; he worked for it with self-effacing devotion. 
The man himself was simple, lovable, unaffected and devoid 
of petty pride. His speech was plain and direct, his nature kindly 
and sympathetic. In a word, he was a gentleman, a scholar and 
a citizen whom all delighted to honour. 
Such was William N. Robertson. With him I had many ties. 
A native of the same town, a pupil of the same school, and a 
colleague in the administrative work of the University. I was 
peculiarly attracted to a personality so radiant, so steadfast, so 
resolute in well-doing. His well spent life is a stimulus to the 
achievement of such ends as he proposed to himself and achieved 
for ,the. common good. 
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"Here We Go Round The Prickly Pear." 
JOHN, Jasper and Manfred were three wise young men. They were respectively a clerk, a curate, and a drunkard-one 
through necessity, one from conviction and the last because 
he liked it. \Vhen they met outside Jasper's church one evening, 
Manfred as usual was drunk-not offensively, but pleasantly so. 
Also as usual, John was filled with dark thoughts with regard to 
his office and life in general. Jasper, having just completed his 
evening devotions, was full of decorous goodwill towards his fellow 
men, so he said, " My friends, come with me," and led them to his 
rooms, for you must understand that Jasper was that rarity, a 
wealthy curate. He sat them in his deep leather arm chairs, gave 
them whisky and cigars and began to talk entertainingly concern­
ing the eccentricities of the new Archbishop. 
John interrupted by spilling his whisky over himself and was 
reproved for such waste by Manfred. "Good whisky," said 
Manfred, "is too rare to be used for bathing or cleaning clothes . 
A thing so fine, so gracious, can have only one use and that is to 
cleanse man's soul-to purge the dross out of our vile bodies 
through the uriniferous tubules of the kidneys. \Vithout going 
into unnecessary and embarrassing physiologic detail, suffice it 
to say that this noble spirit returns the grosser matter to the 
earth whence it came and bears the purest and best upwards to 
the_brain, which in turn, on the wings of alcohol, mounts into the 
empyrean, so that, from a towering height, it surveys the poor 
clay which is its home, resting on its miserable dunghill." After 
delivering which picturesque, if debatable, philosophy, he fell 
asleep. 
While cursing and shaking himself, John discovered in a 
pocket the address of a friend recently returned from abroad and 
suggested they should go and see this person, who, he said, was 
" an artist or something." Accordingly they woke Manfred and 
drove inJasper's car to an old and dingy house on the harbour-front 
and climbed the stairs to a door bearing a card with the name 
" Xerxes Herring" scrawled on it, from the other side of which 
came a clatter of tongues. 
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They found on entering, since no body paid any attention to 
their knocking, that all the noise proceeded from a group of two men 
and two women. · 
John's friend, a short fat young man, greeted him effusively 
and was suitably polite to Jasper and Manfred, though he flinched 
noticeably at the sight of Jasper's collar. Of the girls, one was 
dark and one had red hair and they were both talking with many 
gestures and a considerable degree of incoherence. The other man 
had long carefully-waved hair and lay on his side on the floor so 
as to display the curve of his hip to the greatest advantage. The 
host, whose name appeared to be Xerxes, invited the three friends 
to be seated on cushions, introduced them to the other three 
(whose names were quite inaudible) and gave them vodka to drink 
out of earthenware jugs. 
The dark girl asked Jasper if he had ever practised the mysteries 
of Yoga, to which Jasper replied no, had she ? It appeared she 
had gained considerable proficiency in the art of studying her navel. 
She had also, it seemed, leanings towards Theosophism and 
remembered distinctly three previous incarnations in which she had 
been a sewer rat, a weevil and a cow. Jasper murmured politely, 
" How interesting " and under the influence of the vodka, forgot 
to be shocked when she mentioned the peculiar sensation of pleasure 
mingled with relief which she felt at milking time. 
He was saved from further revelations by John, who caused 
a disturbance by stamping violently when he discovered the wavy­
haired young man stroking his shoe. The poor creature was most 
embarrassed and seemed for a time to be on the verge of hysterics, 
but their host and the fair girl quietened him and reassured John 
by saying that their friend was a little queer at times. Meanwhile, 
Manfred, with unerring instinct, had found his way to the vodka 
bottle and was about to empty it down his practised throat when 
they took it from him. 
In this strain the party continued for some hours and to the 
accompaniment of more vodka, they discussed the outmodedness of 
Van Gogh and Matisse, the supreme boredom which they felt on 
reading Eliot and Pound, and the colossal dullness of anything 
done before the beginning of the last decade. "Mind you," said 
Xerxes, "Velasquez had something. Perhaps a certain dark 
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breathlessness. And Goya, I used to think. But no, I don't think, 
I really don't think so." 
The red-haired girl was willing to concede that perhaps there 
was something in Brahms and even in Beethoven, while Bach had 
a kind of rectangular virginity in his work, but how intolerably one 
was bored by the form while listening to him, wasn't one? 
Jasper, well mannered as ever, refrained from arguing in 
defence of his idols who were the Elizabethians, Velasquez, Titian, 
Bach, and Mozart, but was glad when John, thinking of his work on 
the morrow, got up to go. Manfred was snoring in a corner and 
when Xerxes promised to look after him they left him there. 
It was a glorious night-but John shivered and said, "The 
stars are too brilliant. They are cruel." But Jasper put the 
hood down to enjoy them to the full. 
About the same time the stars looked down upon a policeman 
on his beat amongst the tenements beside the railway yards, who 
was unpleasantly surprised when somebody, evidently with a rooted 
dislike for the force, emptied a bucket of slops on his devoted head­
a prostitute in a park who escaped from this vale of sorrows by the 
unoriginal expedient of taking seven sleeping powders one on top 
of the other. 
An escaped lunatic who was sitting on top of the gaunt steel 
skeleton of a new building and conversing in friendly tones with 
the Creator of the universe; calm water dark with peace; shadowy 
trees shivering in the wind's embrace and the seas mounting to the 
beach. 
A speeding truck, the driver of which was exceedingly drunk, 
crashed into them ... 
Later, the stars smiled cruelly, playing down on John lying 
in a glistening pool of blood, and Jasper, with his head curiously 
bent in a listening attitude on his broken neck, beside the mangled 
wreck of the car. The stars smiled cruelly in at a window on care­
fully waved hair on a man's head. Who knows? Perhaps they 
heard Manfred snore. 
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2 a.m. Sunday. 
TO forestall criticism, I admit that the following is not poe try, nor do I claim that it is clever, or even intelligent. It is 
merely an attempt, perhaps unsuccessful, to paint a mood 
and its background. 
And they , listless lovers , look down on the river, 
See, on scarcely-rippled water, the fading gleam of moonlight­
No more the soft moon of poetry and love, 
But-Ach ! du gehst so stil/e, Luna-
Lifeless and sterile. 
The brain, deified by alcohol, retreats 
To sober weariness j 
A faint, uneasy discontent remains 
To mould their view of the dead city , 
Where Neon signs lavish blood-red , living slogans 
Upon a world asleep . 
The distant trees are dark and hostile , 
And, on the skyline , 
Loom the churches , waiting , waking , 
As factories which work on Sundays only . 
The clock chimes . 
She turns and flatly says, " It's getting late. " 
'Yes," the automatic answer, " You 'd better get a taxi." 
(LERO ). 
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Please Explain. 
By M. FLYNN. 
" O H, you know what I mean." "I do not, and that is why I 
demand and insist upon an explanation. You are taking 
far too much for granted; in fact, you have been looking too 
long and intently at that radiator with your eyes half shut and your 
feet on the table." "\Vell, I'm quite at liberty to do so." "Ah! 
that's what I expected; please drag yourself out of that coma­
and explain. \Vhat is liberty?" 
It's always extremely difficult to find out what anyone means 
by anything when they enlist the aid of numerous undefined and 
undefinable abstractions. A little analysis is always salutary and 
helps to clear the atmosphere; too much is apt to be destructive, 
and it may even delude you into thinking that perhaps you have 
not such a masterly grasp of the subject as you thought. To 
revert to the idea or ideal of liberty, about which we hear so much 
in this year of grace. 
Well, you are quite at liberty to wear purple and orange 
shirts with green stripes if you find aesthetic satisfaction in such 
attire. If you stroll down Queen Street sundry passersby will 
raise an eyebrow-an impossible feat-and wonder vaguely 
whether green and purple form a complementary or an opposite 
harmony. But substitute such a shirt for black and white at the 
Vice-Regal ball-and await developments. . 
"Again, you are at liberty to give the Chancellor a black eye on 
Degree Day, that is, of course if you are not restrained from such 
an outburst by your sense of values or the hand of someone who 
happens to anticipate violence." "Still, you are at liberty?" "Of 
course." "Very well, but be careful." 
Try an example: the following is an extract from any speech 
by any politician in any newspaper. 
"You must admit that liberty is the greatest boon that an 
individual can receive at the hands of the State." 
Here is the word again. If the speaker, who is probably an 
anti-Fascist, thinks of liberty as identical with freedom, the answer 
must be emphatically in the negative. If such a state did evolve 
(which isn't likely if Dictators keep evolving) there wouldn't be 
any State, let alone liberty. That sounds like a paradox, but it 
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isn't. Liberty isn't just freedom, it's a combination of common 
sense and morality, and other equally vague and unelucidated 
ideas . Here we meet some more undefinables to be accepted, 
forgotten. Common sense? It all depends on the attribute. 
Morality? Here I remain silent; newspaper correspondents will 
be willing to oblige. 
Then as for modernism, communism, socialism, Nihilism, 
Social Credit, collective security and love; be an optimist and 
consult Aldous Huxley, page OOO. Then you will realise that 
whereas before you walked in light, you have now descended into 
the darker places where electric torches are superfluous encum­
brances, and an Oxford Dictionary worse than useless for it adds 
to your collection a few thousand'isms that you had not previously 
believed to be in existence. 
Confusion, and still more confusion. The schoolmen of the 
Middle Ages frequently got themselves tied up in knots and went 
round in circles. However, their conceptions were by no means as 
complex as ours, they possessed the faculty, as the Americans call 
it, of thinking straight, and their ideas were clear cut, and not 
obscured by the accumulated prejudices, misconceptions and 
conventions of centuries. Yet there is always hope-and you are 
still at liberty to think what you like. 
-o-
Ach, Mein Liebchen. 
Ach, 
Mein Liebchen, 
Warum 
Bin /eh 
So unmoeglich 
Kalt. 
Warum, 
Liebchen . 
Eh /eh 
Kuess dich . 
Wird das Uhr so 
Alt . 
Liebchen, Liebchen-
Bin unmoeglich 
Bin unmoeglich. 
Kalt . 
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In An Old-fashioned Garden. 
AN old-fashioned garden with birds in the trees and butterflies over the flowers. And the wisteria dropping a purple carpet 
on the long shady green lawns. Along the gravel paths 
beyond the roses a glimpse of an old-fashioned house, green 
creepers over its grey walls and heavy bars over its empty windows. 
Is it that we are dreaming-or is Miss Lavinia Laidlaw really 
walking down the path between the roses and the butterflie:;? 
Miss Lavinia, slim and dark, and clad in lilac silk-walking 
demurely, touching a scarlet bloom here and there-but really 
glancing anxiously through her long lashes to see if Simon Sydney, 
soldier, is lingering among the shady trees. 
"Oh! " says Miss Lavinia, as Simon's scarlet coat appears 
rather too suddenly. "Good gracious ! How you startled me, 
Simon." 
" Lavinia-I-I had to come! " 
" I expected you would have to, Simon. But, 'twas rather 
bold, my dear, when I told you it was better not-and Papa dis­
approving so." 
" Still? " asks Simon disconsolately. 
"Always," sighs Miss Lavinia, shaking her head sadly. 
Silently they turn and walk together under the seclusion of 
the trees-Miss Lavinia's small hand on Simon's scarlet sleeve. 
"Darling," says Simon rather breathlessly, "let's run away 
to-night and be married. Then it can't matter if your father does 
disapprove." 
Lavinia's blue eyes are shining, her parted lips very red. 
Simon's face is flushed with eagerness, his fair hair falling over 
one eye boyishly. 
Then the light in Lavinia's eyes suddenly fades. 
" But, Simon-I am only eighteen-and it would be against 
the law. Papa would drag me back-and then it would be worse 
than ever." 
" Eighteen-yes-I had forgotten." Simon draws a hand 
across his hot forehead. " I had forgotten." . 
" It is very sad, really, Simon-I do not know what we shall 
do." Lavinia's voice falters. 
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-M.K.H. 
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Twentieth Century. 
Night , with its dark fluid, blots 
The city's features. Raw brick and grimed stone 
And also, God be thanked, iron roofs. 
Only the rain against a street light 
Shows its brief spears. 
Flowing swiftly, a river of faces 
Animates the cartoon-grotesques 
And marionettes. Dance, dance. 
They have their being but do not live 
These faces . 
In the rain, only in the rain, lie the verities, 
In this night lit by dull and man-made stars, 
Blown from bare uplands where hawks whistle 
And ponderous clouds roll up the curving wind slashed sky. 
It whispers in the wind's deep ear 
Of splendid loneliness , dark mountains, 
And the clanging cry of eagfts borne to earth 
Enmeshed within its drops. 
There is no baleful fire of Neon signs, 
No picture palace plush and gilt magnificence 
No air conditioned warmth (Oh! so hygienic !) 
No super lovely blondies, voluptuous brunettes 
No syphilis of time , no canker of regret . 
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The God of Winds. 
I met the merry God of Winds 
Beside a silvered stream. 
He tugged at me with little horny hand, 
Then laughed and turned a somersault. 
He laughed with watering eyes-
His dimpling cheeks a cherry hue . 
He skir/ed by a willow's trail 
With a whish and a ·pull, 
And scattered a fluttering spray of deadened leaves. 
Like a host of yellow butterflies . 
He rubbed his glowing hands , 
And winked at me . 
He skipped aside from the path 
And knelt by a lonely flower . 
He plucked it free and pulled the petals off 
He gaily blew them to the sky , 
Then laughed again , and went. 
-K.H.B. 
- -0-­
Many feet have paused at my gate . 
They would have entered but I opened 
not my door-
Long have I waited for my love . 
-See , dear one , for you is the hearth swept clean; 
bright burns the fire, the kettle gleams in the light ­
Long have I waited for my love . 
-For you dearest have I hung jewels on 
my brow , pearls about my neck . 
From my bureau have I brought out sweet­
scented fabrics, woven with threads of gold ­
Long hove I waited for my love . 
-Pour out for me the wine of love , dear heart. 
Drink deep , my dear. 
My heart beats thick-I could drown in this 
ecstacy . Drink deep , my dear . 
Now that you are come, I shall not listen 
to the footsteps on my pavement, echoing 
in my lonely heart-
Long have I waited for my love . 
-janindranath . 
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In Other Springs. 
Greensward and bees in the clover , 
White clouds and a blue sky-
Can we not live it over , 
That day when we /aught , you and I ? 
In the still air we heard bells ring 
And wondered what it meant; 
That was a knell for the Spring , 
For the days of Youth that were spent . 
And in the years that lie ahead 
Others will hear these things , 
And passing say what we have said 
In other lands, in other Springs . 
Yes , these have gone : Sun and starlight , 
Late talk by the fireside , 
And after all a warm goodnight , 
Then a deep sleep before we ride . 
-W. R. P. 
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Two Angles. 
M.M. 
My dear S., 
Our languid prima donna has arrived! Well, let's not say 
languid, just reserved. And she's so musical ! I can't imagine 
what right a singer has to be really musical. She's too cultured 
and refined for words. Has some 'Varsity degree or other, I 
believe. But these are not the only mysteries about the lady; 
there is another, quite unfathomable-she married a German 
farmer. A real country bumpkin, they say, who spoke nothing 
but his own barbaric dialect. I can't imagine it ! And as a 
matter of fact I don't think she ever could either! But anyhow, 
that's beside the point now; she killed him off in Australia a few 
months ago. I have yet to investigate how he persuaded her to 
let him tour Australia with her. He'd be such a disadvantage! 
Anyhow, she made good use of her opportunities-arranged a 
landslide in the Australian Alps or something when he was alpining 
one day. The stories in the papers, of course, were that he had 
dashed to the edge of a precipice to stop a boy from toppling over 
on a loose stone. Much more dramatic, really, but, being Public 
Persian Puss No. 1, I prefer my little version and, my darling, I'm 
sure you do, too ! 
You may have heard about the little romance-or the buddings 
of one-between her and her conductor in London last season 
before her Australian tour. (Almost proves my version, doesn't it?) 
Well, my dear, he is here in New York now, conducting her operas. 
And they are so correct and polite! Call each other Mr. and Miss! 
Ah! she makes a touching widow indeed, with her black hair, eye­
brows and lashes and light cold eyes. The papers call them soul­
ful, of course. Her singing, however, has not suffered. She opens 
Senta's ballad with such lusty yodel-os ! Just as though she were 
an Alpine milkmaid or whatever it is that yodels. Perhaps the 
connection of yodelling and Alps is in her own mind, and since she 
bumped him off in the Alps she yodels all the more happily. Clear 
as mud. But you see what I mean? 
Well, I have a rehearsal with the lady in question now, so I'll 
stop. This pussiness is all my own, dear; you must remember 
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she was devoted to her farmer although she hardly ever lived with 
him! 
Good-bye, duckie ! 
-P. 
Dear Mr. L., 
I am not going to say that I must write you a few lines in self 
justification because these "lines" took me several days to draft. 
Even now they will sound burbled, but you are to be left to draw 
your own conclusions, which I hope will not be harsh. 
If a person is blest-or cursed-with an eternally churning 
and changing mind he is sure to need different environment and 
friends as he alters. Everybody, preaches this doctrine, but the 
few who practice it are always the object of prejudiced scorn. I 
have prejudices, too, of course, one of which will, as Jim's father, 
please you. I have a Roman Catholic prejudice against divorce. 
Another weakness is that I am afraid of public opinion, gossip, 
social and journalistic; but as Jim pointed out in his common 
sense way, however we acted there would still be a great deal of 
it-far too much for one who for several years has been the object 
of pointed remarks because she, an exponent of the delicate and 
classical in music, married a man whose very simplicity of character 
was her inspiration. When I no longer felt the need of inspiration 
I looked for something different and found it in Jim's ridiculous 
and British trait of understanding, but not sympathising with my 
difficulty. This saved me from embarrassment with him before 
Jan's death; (I always feel uncomfortable with people who 
sympathise verbally), but it is now my salvation for, in his capacity 
as my conductor, he can and does work me cruelly. So you see I 
am seldom given an opportunity to break down in self pity. Really, 
what is more important, I feel, is that I have no time to spend in 
fearing the day when I shall have to reveal my pride to the public 
I distrust. He is saving me from the consequences of my weakness 
but I am too benumbed by hard work to feel any emotion of 
gratitude, at least at present. 
I am going to marry your son when, as he puts it I feel cleansed. 
I only hope that I can be accepted into your life as a member of 
the family, for, at heart, there is nothing I long for more. 
I remain, 
Yours sincere! y, 
H. 
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Nocturne. 
The charm of hollowed cheeks, 
Soft curving breasts; 
Caressing silken hair-
A pleasant stealing warmth, 
A happy oneness with the Universe­
A quiet glow 
Like wine within , 
Warm heady scents-
Coarse , crude, and yet caressing­
A nameless pulse 
Beats heavy in my ears 
Toneless , insistent 
Desire , disgust and then again desire 
Alternate hold their sway ; 
Desire insatiate 
-Insatiable 
-And then disgust 
-Weep then, you bastards-
Weep, I tell you, weep­
Weep for the tragedy, 
The cruel shame of waste, 
The waste of precious youth , 
The precious flame of youth­
Weep for desire-
Desire which spends itself on desert air 
-This travesty of life , 
Mock satisfaction, 
Passion besmirched , 
Degraded-
Weep for frustration 
Weep , then , and take heed . 
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A Skull. 
White 
glistening 
in light 
symbolic 
things 
melancholic 
why 
it moves 
that proves 
God 
where 
sink 
stink 
in corruption vlle 
the wlle 
he put 
in Eva's smile 
0 merciful 
ob//vlon . 
-). D. G. 
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Soulmates. 
Love!­
-Begun In the Moonlight, 
In Gardens of Fragrance, 
And Postures of Pleasure­
-Fostered by Romance, 
Perverse yet Intriguing , 
Submissive Rebellion , 
Rebellious Submission, 
-Snare and Delusion­
-Ended in Union, 
In Bonds everlasting , 
Pining for Freedom, 
By Hate 'tis supplanted­
- This Love! 
- o­
' Tis Spring-
The grass Is long, 
Sweet, succulent. 
And scented breezes b/ow­
Blow but for thee, 
For me-
But for us twain. 
Come then 
Come, be my love. 
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The Poems of Neilson. 
By G. 
FOR the hermit, the solitary, the cynic anx10us to shun the attentions, present or posthumous, of a garish civilisation, 
no pleasanter doom could be devised than the award of 
" an assured place in Australian literature." Our best poets, 
indeed, though they may not acquire baronetcies or fortunes, are 
at least certain of an inviolate privacy. We politely refrain from 
eliciting from their works, and analysing, the interesting person­
alities they may have had; we would not dream of contesting their 
pre-eminence in the sphere of letters; so absolute is our gentility, 
that we leave them quite unread. Living, they escape ignorant 
censure and the greater annoyance of ill-placed praise; in death, 
no over-loud public lamentation mars their passing. 
Though a kindly critic has ranked him with Blake and Keats, 
the kindlier Australian crowd has made no importunate exception 
to its general rule in its treatment of John Shaw Neilson; his verses 
call no children from their play, no matrons from their bridge, and 
no old men from the chimney-corner wherein they may lament 
the degeneracy of Australian sport. But those few who have 
attempted to evaluate our literature have attributed to him so 
much merit, that one has the natural interest to discover whether 
here we have a poet, or whether it is merely the dearth of singers 
that brings praise to the song, however flat or toneless. 
To read Neilson at least is not valueless. The work of none 
of our writers provides a stronger corrective to that popular mis­
conception of Australian verse as being still, in spirit as well as 
in name, colonial. Public opinion, always-to give it its due­
a generation behind its time, can hardly know that these are no 
longer the days of Paterson and Lawson or Gordon and Kendall; 
if it concerns itself with national verse, it thinks of it as the stal­
wart or dour outpourings ·of brave-hearted pioneers, having as a 
motif the joy of hard action outback, or the monotonous and 
melancholic loneliness of the bush. The old galloping jingles and 
sunburnt heroism, however, are not to be found in Neilson. He 
says 
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" Let your song be delicate. 
The flowers can hear: 
Too well they know the tremble 
Of the hollow year," 
and, in despite, those who would look to the younger nations for 
the force and vitality which they aver Europe is losing, this 
Australian seems to show an actual distaste for the violence and 
tumult of emotions in their rough and primitive forms, and to seek 
for and find in nature and life a pervading charm that is quiet and 
tender. 
Such an outlook may, on its first statement, savour a little of 
apostacy in the Australian scene, and tend to the namby-pamby, 
but in it must lie most of the strength or weakness of Neilson as a 
poet. If his work has value, it is because he sees his country not, 
through the lens of any tradition, but with his own eyes. He was 
not much schooled, and did not get his thoughts or his words from 
books ; the spontaneity of his record makes the quality of the 
writer's sensitivity govern the quality of the work. 
Neilson's sensitivity, his susceptibility to human feeling and 
natural phenomena, was marked by ardour and insight, but it 
lacked depth or criticism. His best work is a poetry of impression­
ism which is more natural and often more valuable than that of 
the contemporary English school of Imagists, which falls into the 
same category. The beauty or the significance of things bursts 
on him with a sudden and fleeting inspiration, and he transmits to 
us his impressions in the fresh and vivid form in which they have 
come to him, unchastened and unadorned; thus though his words, 
and his metre are simple, his images are often subtle to the point 
of complete obscurity. So he speaks of " the voices of purple 
flutes," and of " the blue smoke of the mind," of a girl's " rain­
bow's laugh" ; he can attain to an ecstasy of emotion in lines like 
" 'Twas on a night of red blossoms, 
Oh, she was a wild wire ! 
The colours of all the hours 
Lie in this heart of mine." 
In some poems, he can sustain this lyrical intensity-in "The 
Orange Tree," for instance, or the exquisitely cadenced" Love's 
Coming "-but too often his inspiration ceases before his pen, and 
a few brilliant lines lead only to turgidity. 
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But his imagination, which may be elevated by the simplest 
things, is unchecked by a sense of taste and proportion, and his 
susceptibility to impressions leads him often to puerility and senti­
mentality. Thus he spoils a poem o( promise by his mention of 
the soldier who " mourned for the good legs he left in the desert 
behind," and is a little too nursery-bookish in his tale of the frog 
and the "curled-up lolly tin." The very names of other poems, 
such as "Dear Little Cottage," and "Old Granny Sullivan," are 
only too true an index to the mawkishness of the content. 
To compare Neilson with Blake and Keats thus is an absurd 
extravagance, for his attainment of the heights is too fitful, and his 
foothold there too precarious. Perhaps of all his English pre­
decessors he most resembled Clare, who has been described as " a 
poet of inferior order saved from oblivion by some individual 
accent, some occasional flash of personality "-a criticism perhaps 
a little harsh for Neilson as it is for Clare. But we cannot begrudge 
him the seclusion which the Australian public has granted him 
equally with other of our modern poets who are probably greater 
than he, for while he has done much to adorn our literature, none 
of his work can weaken or defile it. For he is too much a poet of 
spontaneity and of personal inspiration to found a school; his 
·vices, like his virtues, will go unimitated, which is no bad fate for a 
poet. 
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Ecstasy. 
Ecstasy . 
in mode 
traditional 
loves 
cradle 
born 
seditional 
hell 's 
bells 
it crawls 
drawls 
not living 
drown 
for labour 
lost in 
ecstasy . 
}. D. G.­
- o-
Schoene GundeL 
Hlldegunde 
Schoene Gunde/ 
Hast zwei Armen 
Schoen und rein. 
Hast 'eln Bruste 
Hoch und reizend 
Llebst mich schoene 
Gundel/eln 7 
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Rhodes Scholar. 
FROM the three candidates who presented applications for the Queensland Rhodes' Scholarship for 1938, the Selection 
Committee chose Chester James Parker as the candidate 
approaching nearest to the ideal of Cecil Rhodes. 
Mr. Parker hails from the North. He received his education 
at Townsville, and obtained his brilliant Senior pass at the Towns­
ville Grammar School. He enrolled as an undergraduate in the 
Faculty of Arts and became a resident of St. John's College. 
Mr. C. J. PARKER 
Rhodes Scholar, 1938 
-Block by courtesy "The Courier Mail " 
In 1936, Mr. Parker attained captaincy of his football team, 
and in 1937 he travelled to Melbourne with the Queensland 'Varsity 
team. He was always prominent in tennis circles, consistency 
being his strong point. In College Sports he played a solid part. 
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Mr. Parker entered into the University's social life with his 
characteristic enthusiasm. He shewed keen interest in all the 
Clubs and Societies and was an active member always in the 
Dramatic Society. 
In his second year, 1936, Mr. Parker acted as a capable 
Secretary of the Union. He followed up this good work by having 
an eminently successful year as President of the Union. Through­
out he gave the impression of dependability and strength. He 
was practical and firm in all matters, while his amendments of the 
Constitution are a chronicle in themselves. 
His pleasing bearing and personality were appreciated by all 
with whom he came in contact. He was a definite force of no mean 
influence in the University. There is no doubt that his qualities 
are such as inevitably grow to leadership and distinction. 
At Oxford, Mr. Parker intends to study Law. 
--0-­
Trinity. 
0 Woman, so inscrutable of pose, 
What thoughts are crypted 'neath that smoothened brow ? 
God knows-
Nor even thou. 
And Man , whom Fate a sterner mercy shows , 
What legend does that serried frown convey ? 
He knows-
And will not say . 
But Child, when Youth's insouciance o'erf/ows, 
Bursts forth exuberant , and what it feels, 
It shows-
And naught conceals. 
-C. A. H. 
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A Pantagrueline Fragment. 
Should Barmaids Eat Their Young? 
Done into the English by Bowdler 
AND now, when Pantagruel and the rest were set down at table, after all of them had somewhat stayed their bellies 
by a snatch or two of the first bits eaten heartily, then did 
they fall upon the chat of victuals; and Kissebreech spake out to 
say, "To-day did Cruritractor propound to me a most strange 
problem"; whereat the company called out, "What did the sly 
knave set thee to solve ? " "He asked me this, should the tavern 
wenches, who make goblets to fly, great bowls to ting, who bring 
us the claret, should they devour their offspring?" 
Now this great question brought a silence to the guests, until 
Pantagruel said, " 'Twill not be an idle and unprofitable thing, 
seeing we are at leisure, to consult together and bethink ourselves 
whether we can find the answer, and to the swilling Panurge he 
called, "Canst thou settle this great matter which troubles poor 
Kissebreech ? " To which Panurge, after some delay made to 
wrench his mind from the groaning board, said, "The question is 
ill put; better we should ask 'num liceat' than 'oporteat' that 
tavern-wenches eat their babes." And after pouring a great cup 
of wine into his gullet. "Now," quoth he, " I will maintain that 
anthropophagy hath good foundations; I will declare it to be 
soundly based in the economy of our inner parts, in the usages of 
antiquity, and of our own time, among simple folk throughout 
the Earth." 
Which speech the guzzling company did think most remarkable, 
and they clamoured that Panurge should prove the case. Straight­
way, " Herodotus of old" said he, " and Strabo tell us of strange 
races like the Scythian Massagetae, a race of wanderers, who 
killed old people and ate them, a practice widely used in Africa 
and in the Americas. Nor did they feel this to be unnatural and 
wrong, thinking rather that to devour dead kinsfolk was the most 
decent way of giving their remains meet sepulture." 
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To Pantagruel and his friends this seemed to be a tale most 
marvellous, and one beyond belief; but Panurge, " and that stout 
man of Venice," he continued, "the far-wandering Marco Polo, 
tells how that many of the ferocious tribes of China and Tibet are 
devourers of the flesh of man; and in Africa, the Americas, India, 
Taprobane, Sumatra, the eastern isles of India, in the Black 
Islands, and even to the Lands of Fire, men do not deem it wrong 
to eat devour, stuff, fill and cram their guts with great gobbets 
cut from fat rump and shoulder. And to the count there is no end; 
indeed the Moslems relate that the Harranians, who dwell in the 
East, and Tartar men from the long plains beyond Damascus do 
every year sacrifice an infant, and boiling down the flesh bake it 
into cakes, of which only free born men are allowed to partake. 
And travellers do tell a tale of a certain guild or company of 
magicians, the strange Hametzen, whose abode is many leagues 
beyond the Western Sea, who demand of all who would enter their 
number the eating of a certain part of a child's body." 
" But 'tis a heathen practice," declared Malliceps, "for no 
good follower of Christ could eat after such a fashion." To which, 
"why," cried Panurge, " those who followed Him best of all, the 
Cross-bearers, at the siege of high-walled Antioch, did thus regale 
themselves ; does not Richard the Pilgrim tell us this ? " " Strange 
story," mused Pantagruel, " tell us more of this." And Panurge, 
taking up the tale once more, "'Twas in this way," said he, 
"Tapur and his band of Ribalds, compelled by hunger, did eat the 
carcases of dead Turks, which they pounded with flails and skinned, 
and they drew out the entrails and dropped the limbs into great 
cauldrons of boiling water, to cook them; and then did the rabble 
throw themselves down to feast and gorge, complaining loud of 
the dearth of bread. And the chronicler avers that some cried out 
'Void mardi gras,' assuring those who watched that the flesh 
of the Turk was better than bacon or ham fried in oil ; and 
when the lord of Bouillon, walking by, asked Tapur how he felt, 
the monarch of the Ribalds made answer, ' I feel revived, lord, 
but my belly craves some fine wine to wash these viands down'; 
and Godfrey laughed, and ordered a great jar of his own good wine 
to be given to Tapur. After this, so goes the tale of Robert, the 
rabble many times visited the burying-grounds to tear from the 
earth the carcases of Moslems, and picking out the least rotten, 
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these they would skin, as Apollo dealt with Marsyas, and hang up 
in the sun to dry. 
" Can this tale be a true thing ? " asked Fryar Jhon ; and 
" 'Tis so," answered Panurge, "for Fulcherus Carnotensis tells 
the same tale, and he there to see, where all the fighting was." 
And now Macrogluteus, great hands resting on well-lined 
paunch, did object, " But," asked he, " does all this belching forth 
of words, skiting, chattering, and instancing furnish us sufficiently 
with argument for approving this strange food. Do not Plato 
and Pausanias tell us of the human sacrifice offered in Arcadia to 
Zeus Lycaeus, and of how the ill-fated devotee who ate a fragment 
of the exta, placed by chance among the portions of sacrificial 
flesh from other victims, was changed into a were-wolf? And did 
not the gods, when Tantalus served up to them the boiled limbs of 
his son Pelops, refuse to touch the dish ? " 
While Panurge was stuck, casting about for some reply 
to this, Hicbibitur, who had wandered all over the Great Sea, " The 
savage men of Libya," quoth he," do most eagerly seek some foods, 
so that by partaking of the flesh they may come to partake of the 
strength of mind and body of the animal. And they think that 
to eat the heart of a lion is a sovereign receipt for a warrior for to 
give him, too, a stout heart." Whereat Pantagruel roared out 
in merriment and, "we must then all beware," said he, "lest 
some wretch poorly-endowed should maim us in our parts to make 
a phallic gain." 
Now, while they were on this discourse and pleasant tattle of 
drinking, there hurried in to Pantagruel the smirking Jocasta 
(whom the master had secretly despatched on an inquisition), 
and he cried out, "Master, the great matter is solved! " " How 
so?" asked Pantagruel. " The problem is solved by non­
existence," answered Jocasta, "for tavern-wenches bear no off­
spring." And marvelling at this, great Pantagruel further asked 
"In what way can such a strange thing be? Can Mother Nature 
be so cheated?"; and Tocasta made reply, "The tavern-wenches 
know how." 

